THE SECOND NIGHT

"You damned well shan't have a commission," he
vowed. " I'll take good care of that. You coax a
dog to lift its leg against the sleeve of the coat you're
wearing! That's all the wobbly gold lace you'll ever
get."

" Oh, Commander W, please! " the miserable Crowder
groaned.

" No, by gad, you shan't have a commission. I won't
have you dressing yourself up, Crowder. I've had my
lesson, and I'll telegraph to-morrow to say that Mr
Crowder had better remain Mr Crowder, and that one
broken-down idiot of a Lieutenant-Commander is orna-
ment enough for this cursed job."

" Perhaps after all if we had collared the bag, there
wouldn't have been anything in it," Crowder suggested
soothingly.

" And perhaps if we'd collared the submarine, we
should have found that empty too," Waterlow jeered.
" Always able to console yourself, aren't you, Crowder ? "

He prodded the fat man contemptuously.

"Blah! Blah! Lather, nothing but lather! Well,
come on," he growled, " give me some paper. I'll get on
with my clerical work, blast you all again!"

Waterlow sat down at his table to begin the private
letter he sent every week to his chief in London.

"That nib's all right, I think," said the wretched
Crowder, placing a pen on the table in front of him.

" I wish to God Stavro had stuck a knife into your fat
carcase," was all the thanks he got. "Why, Milton
wouldn't have made such a besotted ass of himself as you
have to-night. Give me another pen. This nib's as thick
as your head,"